KWANTUNG   MESSAGE

This night Yang who had slept deeply, smothered
by hunger and tiredness, woke up. Everything was
dark. He heard his mother give one single tormented
cry which ended in a rattle. He began to cry. Then
he heard his father get up and light a woodsplinter.
He saw his mother lying motionless, strangely bent.
Long shadows went out from her and flickered, short
or longer as the light of the splinter rolled on. His
father stared at her till the light of the splinter went
out. Then Yang heard him squat down at his mother's
side and sigh.

The funeral of his mother was in Yang's eyes
indeed a merry occasion. Arms carried him, there was
music; two old men, lame and almost blind, with a
strained, concentrated expression on their faces,
stumbled along in front of the procession, the one
playing on a one-stringed fiddle, the other beating a
little dium.

The farmers followed in white mourning clothes.
That was all Yang could remember because the old
woman who carried him, got tired and turned back
with him. It was a deep disappointment for Yang not
to be carried further behind the two lame old men
who made so much agreeable noise.

Eight days after his mother's death, Yang saw the
landlord for the first time ; a tall fat man in a fur cloak
who even wore shoes, a thing Yang had never seen
before. Yang was then sitting near a bush on the
fields. His father bowed in front of the tall man with
the fur clock. The sun was hot and beads of perspira-
tion stood on his yellow forehead; a small goatie
bristled from his fat chin. Yang's father rose after his